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heaven turned more blue, with feathery little clouds frozen
"fnotionless in the zenith. A heavy dew lay in a silvery
brocade on the grass, but where the horses had passed a
dark flowing track was left. Only the skylarks were enriching
the great and blessed silence which extended over the
4teppe.
Sterladnikov, his head tossing helplessly to the movement
of the horse's stride, quietly said *
" Oh, it's hard 1"
" Shut up ! " Fomin roughly interrupted him. " It's no
easier for us having to nurse you."
Not far from the Hetman's highway a bustard shot up
from under their horses' hoofs. The fine, jarring whistle of
its wings aroused Sterladnikov from his oblivion.
" Brothers, get me off my horse/' he asked.
Kosheliov and Chaimakov carefully lifted him out of the
^saddle, and laid him on the wet grass.
" Let's have a look at your leg. Now, unbutton your
trousers ! " Chumakov said, squatting down beside him.
Sterladnikov's leg was monstrously swollen, the skin was
stretched tightly without a single wrinkle, and it filled all
his ample trouser leg. Right up to his Mp the skin had
gone a shiny dark violet hue, and was covered with spots
velvety to the touch. Similar spots, only of a lighter tinge,
had made their appearance on his swarthy, deeply sunken
belly. A foul, putrescent stench came from the wound and
from the brown blood dried on his trousers, and Chumakov
held his nose, knitted his brows, and could hardly restrain
the nausea which rose in his throat as he examined his
friend's leg. Then he gazed closely at Sterladnikov's
drooping blue eyelids, exchanged glances with Fomin, and
said .
" It looks as though gangrene's set in. ... M'yes ! You're
in a bad way, Vassily Sterladnikov I A quite hopeless case !
Ah, Vassia, Vassia, what on earth did you do it for ? "
Sterladnikov was breathing in hurried gasps, and did not
say a word.  Fomin and Gregor dismounted as though at a
command,  and approached the wounded man from the
' windward side.   He lay still for a time, then, supporting
himself on his hands, sat up and looked at them all with
filmy eyes stern in their resignation.
-.     ft Brothers !  Give me over to death. . , . I'm no longer a